ART

Along a mottled wing of cloud, half veiling
The earth he knew ?   When his own horses roved
Clumping along the downs., a shadowy herd
Among grave-barrows with their halters trailing ?
When drifts of lacy hemlock stood unstirred
Some windless night with the calmed aspen trees ?
When wild white clover mapped the meads  and

blurred

To creamy circles on invisible grass,
Like rings round Saturn, and to him the glass
Reflecting heaven ?   When the nights of June        10
Blotted the outline of his certainties ?

Or, when at rest from war, within the caves,

Upon the clay slab of the earliest hearth,

Upon a bare, smoke-blackened floor of earth,

He saw around the stone-encircled fire

The women swaying, chanting a long rune,

Growing and dying like incoming waves

On shallow shores, intoning as they thatched

An osier crib, or vacant, half in dream,

With ivory bodkin sewed the leather seam ?           20

Or, when alone at evening he watched
Wild swans upon the reaches of a river,
Grey cygnets in the twilight, and slid back
The arrow to the quiver ?

When first for the child does the earth's mystery grow ?
When, framed in panes, or streaked by winter tree
Shine netted stars, or spiral nebulae ?
Or when each boy alone builds up anew
Stonehenges ajl his own, one brick across the two ?
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